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^Mucb adoe about D^othhi^ 


heere’s that (hall dnue Tome of them to a non-come, on- 

ly got the learned writer to let downeour excommuni- 

j cation, and meet me at the Iaile. Sxcunt. 

■* 

t : iiu.Ai >.-j! *n . wjY < 1 * y'iito'i • *•« 


Qrnrtus. 


'3 


Enter Prince 3 UasLird, Leonato > Frier i Claudio, Benedicks y 

Hero } andBeatrice. 

/ '*!'*' V?TKm $'!fii MU(jW I it* V^M .*^\va- cV.SJ 

Leonato^ Come Frier bebricfe, onely to the 

plaine forme of marriage,and you fhal recount their par¬ 
ticular duties afterwards. 

Bran . You come hither,my Lord,to marry this Lady. 

Clan. No. r / 

Leo. To be married to her : Frier, you come-to mar- 
rieher. 

Frier * Lady,you come hitherto be married to this 
Count. v !» 

Hero . I doe. 

Frier . Ifcithcr of you know any inward impediment 
why you fhould not be conioyncd, I charge you on your 
foulestovttcr it. 

Claud. Know you ani z>licroi 
Hero . None my Lord. • t- •*; 

Frier . Know you anie. Count ? 

Leon . I dare make his anfwer, None. 

- Clan. O what men dare do / what men may do ! what 
men daily do! 1 

Bene . How now ! intcrie&ions? why then, fomebe 
of laughing, as ha, ha,he. 

CUu . Stand thee by Frier, father, by your leaue. 
Will you with free and vnconftrained foule 
Giuc me this maid your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely fonne as God did giue her me. 

Cla . And whathaucl to giue you back,whole worth 
May countcrpoife this rich and precious gift ? 

Trin. Nothing, vnleffe you render her againe. 

Cla*. Sweet Prince,you learn me noble thankfulnes: 
There Leonato , take her backe againe, 

Giue not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 

Shce s but the figne and femblance of her honour: 
Behold how like a maid fheblufhes hcere ] 

O what authoritie and fhew of truth 
Can cunning finne coucr it felfe withall! 

Comes not that bloud, as modeft euidence, 

To wimefle fimplc Vcrtue ? would you not fwcarc 
All you that fee her, that fhc were a maide. 

By thele exterior fhewes ? But fhe is none: 

She kno wes the heat of a luxurious bed: 

Herblufhis guiltinefle, not raodeftic. 

Leonato . What doe you mcane, my Lord ? 

CUu. Not to be married, 

Not to knit my foule to an approued wanton. 

Leon . Deere my Lord,ifyou in your owneproofe, 
Haue vanquifht the refiftancc of her youth. 

And made defeat of her virginitie. (her, 

Clan. I know what you would fay: ifl haue knowne 
You will fay, (he did imbrace me as a husband. 

And fo extenuate the forehand finne: No Leonato , 

1 ncuer tempted her with word too large. 

But as a brother to his fitter, (hewed 
Bafhfull finceritic and comely loue« 

Hero. And feera’d I euer othetwife to ydn ? 




Cl**- Outon thee feeroing,! will write agabmTT 

You lccme to me as Diane in her Orbe, --.v ^ 

Aschafteasisthebuddeereirbeblowne: . 

But you are more intemperate in your blood, 

Than Venus, or thofe pampred animalls, 

That rage in fauage fenfualitic. 
lr Hero. Is my Lord well, that herdothfpeakefovdd* 
*' r leon. Sweetc Prince, why fpeaite not you? 

Prin. What fhouldl fpcakej 1 
-I ftand difhonoiir’d that haue gone about n * ■ 

To'linke my dcare friend to a common dale. 

Leon. Are thefe things fpoken, or doe I but dreamt; 
Baft. Sic,they are fpoken, and thefe things are true 
’Bene. Thislookesnoilikeanuptiall. 

Hero. T rue, O God ! 

Clan. Leonato , ftand I here ? 

Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 

Is this face Heroes ? are our eies our owne ? 

Leon. All this is fo,but what of this my Lord ? 
CUu. Let me but moue one queftion to your daueh- 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, rf {r 

That you haue in her, bid her anfwer truly, ' 1 
Leo. I charge thee doe,as thou art my childe. 

Hero. OGod defend me how am I befet, 

What kindc of catechizing call you this ? 

Clau. To make you anfwer truly to your name. 

Hero, Is it not Hero ? who can blot that name 
With any iuft reproach? 

Claud. Marry that c,an Hero, 

Hero it felfe can blot out Heroes vertue. 

What man was he,talkt with you yeftetnighr, 

Out at your window betwixt twelue and one? • 
Nowifyouarcamaid,anfwcrto this. 

Hero. I talkt with no man at that howre my Lord. 
Prince. Why then you are no maiden. Leonato , 

I am forty you muft hcare: vpon mine honor; 

My felfe, my brother, and this grietied Count 
Did fee her, hcare her, at thacHbwre laft night, 

Talkc with a ruffian at her chamber window. 

Who hath indeed mod like a hberall villaine, 

Confcd the vile encounters they haue had 
A thoufand times in fecrct, 

John. Fie,fie, they arc not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be fpoken of. 

There is not chaditie enough in language, 

Without offence to vtter them: thus pretty Lady 
I am forty for thy much mifgouernment. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadd thou bccne 
Ifhalfethy outward graces had beene placed 
About thy thoughts and counfailesof thy heart? 

But fare thee well,mod foule,mod faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious puritie, 

For thee lie locke vp all the gates of Loue, 

Atid on my eie-lids dull Conie&urehang, 

To turne all beauty into thoughts of harme. 

And neuer {hall it more be gracious. 

Leon. Hath no mans dagger here a point for roe ? 
Beat. Why how now cofin, wherfore fink you down? 
Baft, Come,let vs go: thefe things come thus to light, 
Smother her fpirits vp. 

Bene. How doth the Lady ? 

Beat. Deadlthinke, helpevnde. 

Hero, why Hero, Vncle,Signor Benedickf, Frier. 

Leonato. O Fate! take not away thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faired couer for her lhamc 
That may be wiQit for. 

•Beat. How 
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'^Reiar -llownowcofin Here ? 

Fri Haue comfort Ladie. 

Teon.- Dodthou looke^Vp ? ^ 

| Vfgifa Yea, wherefore fliould die not? 

1 eov. Wherfore? Why doth not euery earthly thing 
Cvi fliair. e >P on her ? Could die heere denie 
Theftorie that is printed in her blood ? 
no not hue Hero, do no* ope chine eyes« •• 
p did I thinke thou wouldd not quickly ! dre. 

Thought I thy fpirits weredronger then' thyiliamcs. 


• ibfid 


3trn» fc — / 

Chid I; fot*that „ 

0 one too much by thee: why had I one? i> 

VVhy euer was’t thou louelic in my eics ? ^ 
Whyhad.lnoc with charitable hand : ;.uc r : 
jooke vp a beggars iffite ac my gates, 

Who fmeeredthus, and mir’d with infamie, 

1 might haue faid, no part ofit is mine: 
•jhisfhamederiues it felfe from vnknowneloines, 

But mine,and mine I lou’d, and mine I prais’d. 

And mine that 1 was proud on mine fo much. 

That I my felfe, was to my fdfe not mine: 

Valewing ofher, why fhc, O fhe is falne 
Into apit of Inke, that the wide fca 

Hath drops too few to wafit her cleane againe. 

And lalt too little, which may feafon giuc 
To herfoule tainted fledi. 

Ben. Sir, fir, be patient : for.tny part, I am fo attired 
in wonder, 1 know not what to fay. 

Bea. O on my foule my cofin is belied. 

Ben. Ladie,were you her bedfellow laft night ? 

Bea. No truly: not although vntill laft night, 

I haue this twcluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’d,confirm’d,0 that is ftronger made 
Which was before barr’d vp with ribs ofiron. * ■ 
Would the Princes lie, and Claudio lie, * 

Who lou’d her fo, that fpeaking ofher foulncffe, 

Wafti’d it with teares? Hence from her, lecher die. 

Fri. Hcare me a little, for I haue onely bene fileht fo 
long,and giuen way vnto this courfe of fottuhe, by no¬ 
ting of the Ladie, I haue markc. 

A thoufand biufbing apparitions. 

To ftart into her face, a thoufand innocent fiiames, * 

In Angel whitenefle beare away thofe blufhes, 

And in her eie there hath appear’d a fire 
To burne the errors that thefe Princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Call meafoole, 

Truft not my reading, nor my obferuations. 

Which with experimental feale doth warrant 
The tenure ofmy booke:truft not my age, 

4yreuerence, calling, nor diuinitic, 

Ifthis fweec Ladie lye not guiltleflc heere, 

Vnder feme biting error. ,r - - 

Leo. Friar jit cannot be: 

Thou feeft that all the Grace that {he hath left, 

Is, thatfhe wil not adde to her damnation, 

A finne ofperiury, {he not denies it: 

Why feek’ft thou then to couer with cxcufe, 

That which appeares in proper nakedneffe l 
Fri. Ladie, what man is he you arc accus’d of? 
ffw. They know that do accuferae, I know none 
lu know more of anyman aliue 
Then that which maiden modeftie doth warrant, 

Let all my fumes lacke mercy. O my Father, 

1 roue y oUf that any mafr withnaecbnuefft\ 


ni 


At houres vnroeece, or that I yefternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Fri. There is fome ftrangemifprifion in the Princes. 
Ben. Two of them haue the verie bent ofhonor. 

And if their wifedomes be milled in this: 

The praftifeofitliues in lobn thebaftard, 

Whofc fpirits toile in frame of villanies. 

• Leo. 1 know not: If they fpeake but truth ofher, 
Thefe hands (hall teare her: If they wrong her honour 
Theproudeftofthcm (hall wel beare ofit. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine. 

Nor age fo cate vp my inuefttion. 

Nor Fortune made fuch hauockc ofmy mcanes. 

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of fri ends, 

But they fhall finde, awak’d in fuch a kiiide, 
Bothftrerigth of limbe,and policie of minde. 

Ability in meanes, and choife of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri. Paufe awhile: 

And let my counfcll fway you in this cafe. 

Your daughter heere the PrinceflTe (laft for dead) 

Let her awhile be (ecretly kept in. 

And publilh it, that fhe is dead indeed: 

Maintaine a mourning oftentation,! 

And on your Families old monument. 

Hang mournfull Epitaphes, and do all rites, 

That appertainc vnto a buriall. 

Leon. What fhr.ll become of this? What wil this do? 

Iri. Marry this wel carried, (hall on her bchalfe " 

Change flandcr to remorfe, that is fome good, 
Butnotfor that dreamelon this ftrange courfc 
But on this trauaile looke for greacer birtTi; 

She dying, as it muft be fo maintain’d, 

Vpon the inftant that (he was accus’d, 

Shal be lamented, pitted, and excus’d 
Of euery hearer : foritfofalsout, 

That what we haue, we prize uot to the worth, 

Whiles weenioy it; but being lack’d and loft* 

Why then we racke the value, chcn we finde 
The vcrtue that pofielsion would nor ftiew vs 
Whiles it was ours, fo will it fare with Claudio : 

When he fhal hcare fhe dyed vpon his w ords, 

Th'Idca ofher life fhal (weedy crecpe 
Into his ftudy ofimagination.’ 

And euery louely Organ of her life, 

Shall come apparel’d in more precious habite; 

More mouing delicate, and ful oflife, 

Into the eye and profpetft of his foule 

Then when fhe liu’d indeed: then fhal he mourne. 

If euer Loue had intcreft in his Liuer, 

And wifh he had not fo accufed her: 

No, though he thought his accufation true: 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefte 
Wil fafhion the euent in better fhape, 

Then I can lay it downe in likelihood. 

But if all ayme but this be leUelld falfe. 

The fappofition of the Ladies death. 

Will quench the wonder ofher infamie. 

And it it fort not well,you may conceale her, 

As beft befits her wounded reputation, 

In fome reclufiue and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongnes.mindes and iniuries, 

' B ent. Signior Lfe»4fo,let the Frier aduife you, 

And though you know my in wardnefle and loue 
Is very much vnto the Prince and Claudio. 
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